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IHUUb'HT  PONY 

Boy  Was  Going  to  Put 
Blueing  on,  Too 


Saturday  night  comes  once  in  a  life- 
time. When  Elwin  C.  Bemis,  super- 
visor of  boys  at  the  Farm  and  Trade 
School,  Thompsons  Island,  told  one  of 
his  young  charges  to  clean  his  black 
saddle  pony  he  little  suspected  to  find 
that  young  man  with  a  pail  of  hot, 
soapy  water  in  one  liand  and  a  drip- 
ping sponge  in  the  other. 

"What's  this?"  inquired  the  super- 
visor. 

"You  told  me  to  clean  him,  sir." 

The    black    pony   stood   looking  at.^ 
them  witli  cocked  ears  and  dripping 
flanks,  puzzled  and  interested. 

"I  told  you  to  clean  him,"  explained 
Mr  Bemis  patiently.  "Curry  and  brush 
him.    Here,  what's  that?" 

"Blueing,    sir,    to    make    his  feet 
whiter."  i 

"O,"    said   Mr    Beinis,    eyeing  tha/ 
pony's  white  socks.  "Yes,  irsee."  Ay 
ha  began  to  laugh. 
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